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	1. The Beginning

**Well, I already explained everything in the summary, so without further ado, let's get this thing started! :D**

**(I know I struggle with it, but I tried my best to paragraph this chapter!)**

* * *

><p>The clear night sky was filled with a blanket of celestial stars. A soft autumnal breeze filled the air, and tall prickly pine trees swayed to the rhythm of the soft breeze, swaying forwards and backwards continuously.<p>

On the other side of a small island of the coast of the Archipelago, a small newborn baby was peacefully sleeping in a makeshift cradle. The breeze flew through the small hut's windows, creating a fresh and calm atmosphere. Books stacked upon books filled the walls, skinned dragons were presented on the wall, as trophies belonging to the Chief showing his skill and bravery. Small ornate carved benches filled the sides of the walls and sheepskin lined the floor covering most of the exposed floorboards. In the middle of the room the baby lay in her wooden cradle. Candlelight surrounded her, creating a yellow light throughout the hut. The cradle continued to sway just as the pine trees went; back and forth, back and forth.

The sun began to rise, and the blanket of stars and the moon started to fade. Light poured through the wooden cracks and windows, waking up Lifa in the process.

Awaking from her hammock, she raised her arms and spread them in front of her head and yawned. She made her way to the cradle to make sure her baby was sleeping. One pair of sea blue eyes looked in to her oak brown eyes.

The Chief had awoken from his slumber.

"I need to go to the village to make sure everything is running smoothly," Lifa stated. She fixed her messy copper brown hair. "While I'm gone, look after her. Bye, love you sweetie." She quickly hurried to the door.

Ulfr chuckled as the wooden oak door gently closed shut. The big bearded man rose from his hammock and went to the cradle. He blew out the candles and laughed as he saw his beautiful daughter's hazel eyes staring at him. He lifted the child from her sheepskin covers and bounced her up and down in the air. The small child smiled happily.

"It's a very special day today, little one. The villagers will meet you later in the Great Hall, and you will earn yourself a name." Ulfr gently whispered into the baby's ears. She smiled at her father, as if she knew what he was saying.

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah, so my friend really did her research for this! She investigated what Viking houses would be like on the inside, and she also looked at some Old Norse names for the characters! Here's what their names mean:<strong>

**Lifa - "life"**

**Hjordis - "sword-goddess"**

**Ulfr - "wolf"**

**So, now that you've hopefully learnt something new today (I sound like a teacher XD), I'll see you next time for the next chapter! :D**

**(By the way, I've had an idea for this story: maybe Hjordis could meet Pahun, when he was still a "dragon". I'll suggest it to my friend :))**

* * *

><p><strong>Guest: <strong>I didn't actually write this; my friend did. XD But all the same, I'll pass your wonderful comments onto her! :) By the way, would you like to check out another story on my account? This one is actually by me. XD It's called _Feral_: _A Dragonboy_'_s Story. I think it could use a little more feedback, even though I haven't updated it for a while. :)_


	2. The Pirates

**Here's the next chapter! :D In this one, we meet a new character!**

* * *

><p>Arkell looked into the dark, misty night sky, staring at the luminous stars that lit up the heavens. The moon had just become visible through the thick clouds. He knew this was the night he would regret the most; destroying homes, breaking people's souls.<p>

* * *

><p><span><strong>Arkell's POV<strong>

"Station the ship here, men! Behind the jagged rocks there!" the gruff husky voice roared.

It was Gylfi, the leader of the mission. He was quite a small, fierce man with dark, fearless eyes, brown stubble he called a beard, and short messy hair.

I grabbed an oar which lay tipped over on its side of the ship, and began to row the old wooden oar into the cold sea. It had definitely seen better days. Everything on this boat had; everything was old and damaged, including us men. We had to leave everything behind- families, homes, to get money to provide. But since we had no luck raiding and capturing dragons for a while, nothing could be replaced.

I lost myself inside my thoughts, thinking of my beautiful newly wedded wife and my gorgeous baby son.

"Pay attention, Arkell! Row! This is the only opportunity to get some money and food for a while! Don't screw it up!" Gylfi yelled at me. He glared straight and fearless into my grass-green eyes, as if he was trying to pierce my soul.

To break the awkwardness between us I looked away and began rowing as fast as I could. Sweat broke out on my forehead from the effort. I could sense he was still looking at me.

"Sir, we have scouted the island with the soyglasses. We have a raiding place in view and it looks as though there are dragons to capture," a soldier stated, looking awkwardly at me and Gylfi.

"Perfect. Now we can trade and get some money from the master." Gylfi responded.

Everyone went silent.

The master was a man you wouldn't want to mess with. He was a complete barbarian. He once crushed a soldier's neck for not getting him enough Monstrous Nightmares!

Gylfi went to check on the other rowers at the back of the ship. A sigh of relief surged through me. He was finally gone, distracted for a while.

"Halt!" Gylfi screamed suddenly. He came up to the front of the ship. With the help of some soldiers he pushed the ancient stone anchor down to the deep depths of the icy sea below.

I looked up to see the jagged stone cliffs. We were here.

"Everyone, listen closely. We need to ambush, go for the kill," Gylfi chuckled. An evil hysterical laugh leapt from his mouth. His dark brown eyes turned even more sinister, and a long wicked smile crept onto his face. Soldiers chuckled with him. I looked at them in horror. They were bloodthirsty barbarians. How could anyone smile and laugh?! People were about to lose everything tonight! Their lives were going to be destroyed!

* * *

><p><strong>As you can quite clearly see, Gylfi is not a nice chap at all. o_O His name is an Old Norse name, like Arkell's. Arkell's name means "helmet eagle", but I'm not too sure what Gylfi's means. :**

**Things are gonna get interesting in the next chapter! Not that things weren't interesting enough! XD**


	3. The Great Celebration

**Hey guys! :) I'm back! :D Apologies for the small wait!**

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, on the small island off the coast of the Archipelago, unaware of the plotted ambush, Lifa was busy preparing the last adjustments for her baby's celebration ceremony. It was now even darker. The thick clouds disappeared into the night. The stars shone down on to the village and the bulbous moon rose upon the top of the mountain peaks and nestled upon them.<p>

The village was full of panicking, excited villagers running from hut to hut, full of joy.

"Lifa, Lifa, when are we gonna see her?" a small child exclaimed, bounding into her arms.

"Soon, just a few more minutes. I just need to do some more adjustments," Lifa worriedly stated, who was trying to find something to fix or fiddle with.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Lifa's POV<span>**

* * *

><p>The small child was my youngest neice, Calla. She was a sweet little girl, but extremely annoying and impatient.<p>

"I need to go. I'll see you at the ceremony," I stated. She ran off to the other kids, still bouncing with excitement.

"BYE AUNTIE LIFA!" she screamed. Finally she was gone.

I made my way to my ornate wooden hut to find Ulfr and the baby. I gently opened the door. To my surprise I found Ulfr's mother watching the small child. She smiled at my presence.

"Eda? How are you?" I exclaimed. I smiled and walked towards the woman, who had grey frizzy hair.

"All's well. I'm sorry, but the rest of them couldn't make it today. I do have a present from them for you though," Eda claimed. She smiled at us all and handed me two beautiful pairs of leather gloves with flowers sewn into the sides.

"They're beautiful! Thank you!" I exclaimed.

"I hope you two will enjoy them," she chuckled.

"I'm sure we will," I replied.

"Well, anyway, it's time. We'd better get moving. Everyone is excited to see the baby," Ulfr said.

Lifa, Ulfr and their baby headed out of their wooden door, with proud smiles on their faces.

The village was full of beautifully decorated shields. The smell of cooked meat filled the air. Torches lit up the entrance to the Hall. It began to snow lightly from the clear sky. Everyone was already seated. It would be a beautiful, peaceful celebration.

Or so they thought.

* * *

><p>Arkell looked at the grimacing bloodthirsty soldiers, who were equipped with strong metal armour and a sword and mace. They were ready.<p>

"They're here," Gylfi chuckled. His leathery hands gestured to hundreds of ferocious fire-breathing Dragons.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Arkell's POV<span>**

* * *

><p>The devils were all different shapes and sizes, but despite their dissimilarities, they were united as one in their journey to the ship. We all gasped in astonishment. Everything was quiet except from the their wings beating through the strong breeze.<p>

As I looked closer at them I noticed they weren't normal dragons. Their once vibrant scales were now dull and grey, their once strong healthy bodies now weak and frail. I soon noticed soldiers were riding them, whipping them. Their faces were blank but nervous; they knew they would never have full control of these mighty beasts.

Their master would, though.

I noticed a small Monstrous Nightmare in particular, a dull red colour, pacing to the same frail wing-beats as the others. Its eyes dilated, and with all its strength it suddenly tried to throw off the soldier off its back.

"STOP IT, YOU STUPID DRAGON, OR ELSE!" the soldier screamed at it. "LISTEN TO ME, YOU WORTHLESS CREATURE!"

That was it. The dragon had had enough. Its once deep, helpless pupils turned into menacing slits. The beast stopped in midair and turned its head to the now powerless, regretful young soldier on its back.

"NOOO! NNOOOO! PLEASE! I'M SORRY!" the soldier cried. "STOP IT! PLEASE SOMEONE!" he cried. But no one could help him. It was too late.

Before we knew it the dragon's jaws clamped onto the soldier's armour.

"STOP! PLEASE STOP!" the soldier screamed in pain. The dragon had no remorse, and smirked at the whimpering soldier. It pulled him off its back with its metal claws.

The sound of broken bones could be heard. The dragon suddenly hurled the soldier into the icy sea.

But it wasn't done yet.

It dived down and grabbed the lifeless body with its metal talons, and threw it on to the ship's deck.

The next thing we knew, it was gone.

"Oh well, it was only one dragon out of hundreds," Gylfi chuckled. "He was an inexperienced soilder anyway; just a boy."

I looked at Gylfi in digust.

A few soldiers quickly carrired the body and threw it in to the icy sea, so that their fellow warrior could finally rest in peace.

"Well anyway, it's time to shine, " Gylfi grinned.

"Showtime," a few horrid soldiers replied.

Gylfi commanded the riders to take a soldier one by one in their talons from the ship to a hidden mountain behind the village.

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, first things first, just in case you were wondering, Calla means "flower". My friend's going to do something pretty horrible to her... :(<strong>

**The dragons having metal claws was her idea, as she thought that it'd be cool! :D**

**I have now acquired a hatred for Gylfi.**

**R.I.P, soldier... :(**


End file.
